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[ love playing socecer in the
dusty street with my friends.
| love loud, parent-rattling

music. And | love dancing.
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Writing a long sentence is like watching a soccer player in slow motion as he

kicks the ball across the field, as | leave a trail of dots and loops behind me.
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‘Other words ;arc__;_iiﬁicul't. Too many

. I.’ I N e - 'I \- ® f-‘ :..
~loops, too many tall "masts” that turn =~ "L am L N A
= ssva-ves . into tangled knots of ink. These words, Vi a5 €O\ |
’é’a.nd like my grandfather's name, Mustafa, & 77 W0 0 0 /Y

i I practice over and over.
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My mother jokes and calls me

Yakut—after the most famous
calligraphet in the world. He lived in
Baghdad, too, eight hundred years

ago. He practiced writing every day.

He invented new ways of making
letters. He was a genius. | don't

tell anyone, but he is my secret -

hero because he could create

such beauty.
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There, Yakut created
beauty. He shut out
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the horror and wrote

glistening letters of

rhythm and grace.
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One frightening night in the year 2003, as
bombs and missiles fell on my city, and death
and destruction once again filled the streets, |,
like Yakut, wrote.

I wrote all night and the many nights of
bombing that followed. | tilled my room with
pages of calligraphy. [ filled my mind with

peace.
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2003 #, A A FIIEIE H T T 999 3R PAusd &bl a9 & R
ftht @ Fsohl W AT 3R TR FT dsg A dF He 8 “Arpad” S &
ol T

39 Ud 3R 38& 91, I dP 999 AT I§ A 8¢ Id hollamhr HIdr
TET. A HA HellIdT & Yooil T HT I 9 e A TEeil-fEATT sl
Tkl fHe.
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Now the mght bumbmg has
stopped, and one war has become

another.

So, | keep writi ng—ﬂic easy

words, the hard-to-write ones.




It's funny how easily my pen
glides down the long, sweeping
hooks of the word HARE—war . . .

fohdaTT AT 3TaT § S A FHoAH
PRETT W ol g, IR & " Usg
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how stubbornly it resists me when | make the

difficult waves and slanted staff of SALAM—peace . . .

3R 59 & “gorr (nfd) fowdr g ar A
Feld I3@sIdr ¢ 3R IHeY # gEr v




how much | have to practice until

this word fHows freely from my pen.
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HEgeld el TSl &
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FNamhY - a1 7aW T I A FeoT, STEAAP
TEFfT T 0F Ageaqor A1 5. AR ahr et
gfaT qFde F Fl, IS Foal Tl FT TIH
X ¢, at helamdr ¥ 3rver AfSEr i 9T =t
F! HTd 3. I Sl amag FEfAT A gaaIa

¢ FAf% 3HA qgd § AW I9H A JFH 1§ Aeq
T4 8. W TolE U MW, FOMSA W I1gs adid @
R g e I §. I ARy & o, MR sk
HAN 3@ geadar &1 AR FEnd g sufav R f
foag, Rl wafid & oot Skl e §.

AUTHOR'S NOTE

Calligraphy, or the art of drawing letters, is an important

part of Islamic culture. Muslims use calligraphy to make
their holy book, the Qur'an (core-awn), look as beautiful
as possible. They also use it to decorate their mosques

and other holy places. Part ol what makes Arabic

T

calligraphy so beautiful is the fact that many of the
letters are joined together. In this way, the words seem
to glide across the page in a magical rhythm. The dots
and the tall "masts” also add to this rhythm, so that a

page of Arabic writing looks like a page of music.
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gras A o et A #1 9F § saw
T A o7 AGE HT-FEARA, SAHT STew 1221 |
& raare SRR a1 A g F gam a, sk

3 g 1298 H, TEE AR A g8, 3% Sfad |
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HATTF gHo H a AR &/ &1 BY. W g S
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The calligrapher mentioned in the story was Yakut

(Yaqut) al-Musta'simi. He was born around 1221 in either

Ethiopia or modern-day Turkey and died in Baghdad in
1298. Other than these few facts and the story that he
) ‘ lled to a high tower to write during the destruction of
| Baghdad, little is known about the life of the man who
-l | was one of the greatest calligraphers of the Arabic

language. People have so treasured his writing that a few
I

samples of his calligraphy still survive. His signature

appears below,
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